side; but it is too expansive and precarious an ocean for my frail vessel to embark on. He has the impudence to say, in one of his letters to Starling, "Mr. Peacock's assurance in demanding books very much surprises me; he knows very well that he never left any in my care; Mr. Shelley, indeed, left some with me, as collateral security for a debt, which he has not paid;" and a great deal more to the same effect. Of course I should not have left the books with Maddocks if I could have supposed him capable of such complicated vil-lany and lying. As it is, I really know not what to do in the matter. Fortunately, I have a good quantity of the best of them in my own keeping, and will send them to you without more delay.
You once mentioned some pamphlet that Lord Byron supposed me to have written. I never even heard of it. I have published nothing since you left England but Nightmare Abbey and the Four Ages of Poetry. Cain is very fine; Sardanapalus I think finer; Don Juan is best of all. I have read nothing else in recent literature that I think good for anything. The poetry of your "Adonais" is very beautiful; but when you write you never think of your audience. The number who understand you, and sympathise with you, is very small. If you would consider who and [94].
